THE FOUR BRIDGES.
For none could carve so well, and here they svand, Fathers and mothers of this present race ;
And underscore;! by some less practised hand, That fain the story of its line would trace,
With children's names, and number, and the day
When any called to God have passed away.
I look upon them, and I turn aside,
As oft when carving them I did ere while ;
And there I see those wooden bridges wide That cross the marshy hollow ; there the stile
In reeds imbedded, and the swelling down,
And the white road toward the distant town.
But those old bridges claim another look.
Our brattling river tumbles through the one; The second spans a shallow, weedy brook;
Beneath the others, and beneath the sun, Lie two long stilly pools, and'on their breasts Picture their wooden piles, encased in swallows' nests.
And round about them grows a fringe of reeds, And then a floating crown of lily flowers,
And yet within small silver-budded weeds ; But each clear centre evermore embowers
A deeper sky, where, stooping, you may see
The little minnows darting restlessly.